

fbe Tragedie of Hamlet 

tfflar. How ift my noble Lord ? 

ffera. O wonderfulll 

Her. Good my Lord tell it. ^ 

- Ham. No, you will reueale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by Heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it, 
Butyou’le befecret. ‘r 

Both. I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a yillaine, 

D welling in all Denmake 
But he’s an arrant Knaue. 

Hora. There needs no Ghofttny Lord, come from the graue 
To tell vs this. 

Ham . Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more citcumftanceat all, 

I hold it fit that we fhake hands and part. 

You, as your bufineffe aud defire (hall point you, 

For euery man hath bufineffe and defire 
Such as it is, and for my o wne poore part 
I will goc pray. 

Hora. Thcfe ate but wild and whurling words my Lord. 

Ham . I am forrie they offend you heartily. 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by saint Patrickbut there is Horatio. 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heere, 

It is an honeft Ghoft,that let me tell you, 

For your defire to know what isbetweeneys, 

Ore-roafter’t as you may, and now good friends, 

As you arc friends, Schollers ) and Souldicrs, 

Giue me one poore requeft, 

Hora. What ift my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Neuer make kno wne what you hauefecne to night. 

Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay butfweare’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not!. 

tMar, Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham, Vpon tny Sword* 

Mar* 
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} P/me of Denmark^ 

Mar, Wehaue fworne my Lord alreadie. 
Ham. Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 
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Ghoji cries vnder the Stage , 

Ghofl. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there true penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 

Confcnt to fweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you hauc feene, 

Sweare by my Sword, 

Ghoji. Sweare. ’ , " , 

Ham. Hie , & vbtfy, then weele fhift our ground ; 

Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard. 

Ghoji. Sweare by his Sword. , . . 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, canft workeit’h earth lorait, 

A worthy Pioner once moreremooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore as. a ftranger giue it welcome, . 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio, 
Thenarcdream’tof inyourPhilofophy : but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpeyoU mercy, 

(How ftrange oroddc fo mere I beare my felfe, 

As I perchance hereafter (hall thinke meet. 

To put an Ancike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neutr UtaU 

With armes incombred thus, or this head (hake. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe, 

As,wel,well we kno w,o * we could and if we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might, 

Or fuch ambiguous giuingout, to note) • 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you. 

Ghoji. Sweare. . • 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpirittfo Gentlemen, 

With all my louc I doc commend me to you. 
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